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there is a broad, bright grin underneath the pads. We all lean forward expectantly. He must be hearing something from shore. He waves off interruptions, then seizes paper and pencil and jots down this message from Atlantic City:
"Wellman, Airship America:
"We are getting your signals.    What news?"
I dictated to Irwin the reply:
"Headed northeast.    All well on board.    Machinery working well.    Good-bye,
And these were the first wireless messages exchanged between a station on shore and an airship navigating the sea. One world's record had at any rate been established; and again we all felt the gladness of pioneering along the path of progress.
More messages followed. Overjoyed with this strange experience of carrying on conversation with friends and families twenty miles away from our aerial perch, I wirelessed the London Daily Telegraph, the New York Times and the Chicago Record-Herald that we were on our way and making good progress. Mindful of